AFTER   EVEREST
Instilled into me at an early age ; but it failed to impress
—for were not my parents sinless ?
My sister, Joyce, is two years younger than I, and in
our early childhood we were as quarrelsome as cat and
dog, but excellent friends all the same. My brother was
three years younger still, but I never wanted to hit him.
I was rather specially, I think, a mother's son, devoted
to my mother with a devotion so passionate that if she
were to be away for half a day, I would count the hours,
even the minutes, before she was due to start. Later,
when I went to a boarding-school, I could not stand the
presence of any third person during the last few days of
the holidays. I must have my mother to myself, and
even a casual remark by her to one of her friends, or a
brief conversation in the street whilst shopping, was bit-
terly resented as taking her undivided attention from me
for a few moments.
The serious and contemplative side of me, as well as
my devotion to music, are probably the outcome of my
vefy real intimacy with my mother, an intimacy of the
secret places in my soul, possibly in large measure unknown
to her who was the object of my devotion.
My father was usually at his business most of the day,
but when he came home in the evenings—what could
have been more glorious than the games we used to play
with him ? Rowdy games they were, in which we were
thrown on the floor and mauled and mercilessly tickled;
but he did it all with the gentleness which only big, strong
men can show when they play with little children. And
he told us the most fascinating stories—real good ones,
with a plot, often full of local colour connecting them with
old buildings we knew, or with the fells and dales of the
beautiful country in which we lived. Sometimes these
stories were continued from day to day. It was during
the summer holidays that the longest and best of them
was told. In fact, that was the time when we children
grew to know our father. Would that I had the ability
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